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of the palest blue silk, the snowy heights of the great
Zugspitze, clear in the sunlight, with every crevice
and wrinkle sharply etched, would have raised the
spirits of a man who had not been able to sleep for a
week. There was a grand climb up to the plateau
of the Passion spielers, with the road curving magni-
ficently above dwindling green mists of larch and fir.
We were not, of course, the only people on that road.
People were pouring into Oberammergau, in every
kind of conveyance. It was very pleasant and rather
exciting to arrive at the village itself, to notice that
every second man there had the long hair and beard
of an apostle or chief priest, and though the place was
so full that it was not easy getting a cup of coffee
before the play began, it had a fine stimulating Derby
Day atmosphere. We went to the theatre (and you
have only to imagine Olympia sawn into two to see
it) in good time; our seats were in the middle and just
the right distance from the stage; and, in short, every-
thing was in splendid trim. I felt rather tired, a trifle
drowsy, but felt sure that I should be alert once that
tremendous stage, all built of solid stone and about
the size of four Drury Lane stages, was brilliant and
thunderous with the clamouring crowds of ancient
Jerusalem.

As you probably know already, the morning session
of the Play lasts four hours. It seemed to me (and once
again, I beg to remind you of my condition) to last
several weeks. It was like being back in school again
and spending a morning composed of the very dreariest